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Nearly Thirty Years 


The energy that ran across the crowd was nothing short of spectacular. David could feel it as it whispered 
across the back of his neck and along his arms. His fingers twitched around the neck of his bass guitar and his 


knees felt weak. 


The show in Bulgaria was the ultimate show, one of only a handful ever to occur. After this brief tour, the 


shows would never happen again. Instead they'd be immortalised in books, on film, and in photographs forever. 


Fans had been calling for the Big Four shows ever since the inception of thrash metal. And so, at the turn of 
the decade, as 2004 slipped in to 2010, those very shows were created. They brought together the four 
primary bands that had shaped the genre and placed them on a single stage. It had been a task that hadn't 
been without its pitfalls but it was a task that had paid off. 


With the final notes of Peace Sells dying over the crowd, David paused to take it all in. There was nothing left 
to say and the breath had literally been knocked from his lungs, blown away by the sheer scale of nearly 
thirty years of work. 


Before him, the crowd continued to move and sing, their voices a reminder of all that he'd achieved and of all 


that was still to come. David could feel the emotions beginning to ride over him. Leaning against a road case, he 
continued to watch the crowd as they called for another song, another encore, another five minutes of seeing 


Megadeth in all their glory. 


An arm draped around his shoulders and David moved to look at his band mate. He gave Dave a small smile 


and leaned in to the older man's embrace. 
"Pretty amazing, huh?" 


David nodded, not bothering to brush the hair that fell in to his eyes. "It is. Feels like something's ended and 


that something else is beginning." 


"Yeah, | know that feeling all too well" Dave's fingers squeezed his shoulder and David's smile widened a little as 


he turned his attention back to the crowd. 


For a moment they stood and continued to take it all in. David moved so that he was resting his head on 
Dave's shoulder. They rarely got moments to be still with one another and it was a time that David found oh- 


So-precious. 
"You know, | never Tell you how proud of you | am." 
Turning to look at Dave, David smiled. "Really?" 


The older man gazed down at him with a look that was filled with love. "Oh, yeah. David, we've been through 
some shit together. We've had ups and downs and times that | never want to fuckin’ repeat. And yet, through 
it all, you've been an anchor. You've always been there. You've always loved me, even when | was throwing 
insults at you and goading you in to hating me. You always came back with open arms and a loving heart. And 


no one should take that for granted, especially me." 


Dropping a hand from his bass, David wound his arm around Dave's waist and hugged him close. They had been 
through a lot together and there had been times when David had acted reprehensibly. He'd had moments when 
he'd screamed in Dave's face and told him exactly what he thought. But, deep down, he'd always loved the 
redhead. 


"Thank you," David murmured. "For everything. For giving me nearly thirty years of happiness and for allowing 
me to do what | know that I'm supposed to do. Thank you for never giving up on me." 


A kiss was pressed to the top of his head. "No. Thank you for never giving up on me" 


